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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I need not have feared. And her husband, the editor, 
need not have apologized for the "incompleteness and ragged- 
ness" of some of these poems. It is true that certain ones 
show, by their uncertain technique, that she was starting 
timidly in a new adventure. Even these, however, have sim- 
plicity and sincerity, qualities which rise to perfect art in a 
few lyrics. Indeed, it is astonishing that a woman of such 
intensively literary training should have cast off all literary 
impedimenta in writing her poems. 

The deepest beauty of a rich and noble nature — and, inci- 
dentally, the deepest beauty of marriage — are revealed in 
this Cycle, especially in poems like The Dress, Summer Rain, 
Myself, The Last Anniversary, and this fine lyric, Parting: 

Dear love, it was so hard to say 

Goodby today! 
You turned to go, yet going turned to stay, 
Till suddenly at last you went away. 

Then all at last I found my love unsaid, 

And bowed my head; 
And went in tears up to my lonely bed. 
Oh, would it be like this if you were dead? 

H. M 

London, One November, by Helen Mackay. Duffield & Co. 

Most of these poems are in free verse. Yet there is form 

in Miss Mackay's freedom. A House is full of feeling and 

must make its appeal wherever it is read. The death of the 

son of this house in the war has just been told in London. 

House, great house, how can you stay quiet like that, 

When your only son is killed? 

Why do you not cry out, cry out to London? 

[152] 



Other Books of Verse 

Years, lives, stones, iron, rust, bones, mould and mildew 
of the centuries, call to this poet, and she voices their souls. 
Roads Calling is very lyrical and haunting. It has been 
said of a prose work by this author that it has the grace of 
Maeterlinck's delicate reveries, and this is true of many of 
her poems. Wind and Shadows, with its lure of the mystical, 
hidden, might have been written by Maeterlinck himself. 
Train is full of Maeterlinckian lines; take, for instance, 
these: 

Terrible that the minutes go. 

Terrible that the minutes never go. 



God, make the train start! 
Before they cannot bear it! 

A carper might call Miss Mackay's poems reminiscent, for 

she takes frankly what past languages and literatures have 

offered to her, as our modern composers have not hesitated 

to take, for all their originality, the message of the ages. 

She knows her Bible, and often flavors her stanzas with a 

turn from the Litany. And we hear the Song of Solomon 

singing through her lines. If her reminiscence is excusable, 

it is because she has something to say. The following brief 

quotation is a fair example of her clear thought : 

White moon of trees and towers, 

Sailing, sailing, 

So calm and high, 

You look upon the France of war, 

And the thing of all most cruel 

Is your peace. 

A. F. 
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